Him by His many names. He is the Gardener (Vanamali), the Yellow-
Garmented One (Pitambara), the Lotus-navel led (Padmanabha); and
reference is also made to the destruction of Madhu and Kaitabha-two
demons-by Narayana. So many indeed are His powers and so wonderful
are His doings that it is verily impossible to record them all:

What eyes can bear thy blaze, what utt'rance tell
Thy deeds with silver trump or many-wreathed shell?

It is difficult to see Him, for His incandescence might dazzle and
blind, us, but is He not omniscient and therefore present in every
object/ a stone or a sapling, a rainbow or a rivulet?

Omniscient Spirit, whose all-ruling pow'r
Bids from each sense bright emanation beam;
G'ows in the rainbow, sparkles in the stream,
Smiles in the bud, and glistens in the flow'r
That crowns each vernal bow'r;

Maya pervades every created thing and is the manifestation of
God. It is, therefore, illusion, a reflection of Reality, and not the Reality
itself. All that is apparent is shortlived and what is merely sensed is but
evanescent. It is this transcendental sense of the Reality that compels
Jones to say:

Blue crystal vault and elemental fires,
That in th' ethereal fluid blaze and breathe;

Smooth meads and lawns, that glow with varying dyes
Of dew-bespangled leaves and blossoms bright.
Hence! vanish from my sight
Delusive pictures! unsubstantial shows!

The force with which he dismisses all apparent things almost recalls
Milton's:

Hence, vain deluding Joys!

It is indeed a far cry from the Many to the One, from the ephemeral
to the permanent, from the Illusive to the Real. But one by one the
illusions drop, and the dualities cease. Awareness of the One pervades
the mind of Jones, and his emotion reaches a point of climactic sublimity
when he says:

My soul absorbed One only Being knows,
Of all perceptions One abundant source.
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